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THE IRISHMAN’S CABIN. 

“CHARITY, for the love of hea- 
ven! to the widow of a soldier, who 
has three little innocents to support. 
Your honour is a soldier yourself, and 
will pity the necessities of those whom 
war has reduced to the lowest indi- 
gence.” 

These words, though uttered by a 
young woman of extraordinary beauty, 
and who possessed an openness of coun- 
tenance which spoke the veracity of her 
assertions, had yet no effect on the 
heart of a very shewy young officer ; 
who at the time of her application, was 
alighting from his horse. ‘Too full of 
his own importance to attend to the si- 
tuation of people so immensely beneath 
him, he entered the mansion of his 
friend, whose estate he expected short- 
ly to marry ; for the lady, by means of 
whom the conveyance was to be made, 
was by far the least object of his atten- 
tion. 

Fortunately for the pretty mendicant, 
the captain’s servant had a Acart rather 
more penetrable than his master’s: in 
short, if his Aead had been half so soft, 
he would have been the greatest fool in 
the universe. 

Patrick, during the short time requi- 
site to. assist his dismounting master, 
had been wonderfully struck with the 
groupe before him. One little boy, 
abashed at the superb appearance of the 
officer, had got behind his mother’s 
apron; from whence he shyly peeped 
at his brother, who imitated the manual 
exercise with a stick. The youngest, 
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@ girl, was in the arms of her mother, 


whose beauty she reflected in miniature, 
though fatigue and care had considera- 
bly dulled the once sparkling eyes of 
the widow. “ And pray, good woman,” 
says Patrick, *“ how long have you lost 
your husband? It was foolish of him 
to /ave so many pretty craters, be- 
hind—” 

“ Alas!” said Mary, for that was the 
widow’s name, “ if you had known my 
poor William, you would havé pitied 
his fate ; little did I think of losing him 
so soon! Had it pleased heaven to have 
taken me, instead of him—” 

“‘] should have pitied him a great 
deal more !” interrupted Patrick : ** but 
rest yourself a moment in that barn,” 
continued he; “ and when I have put 
up my horses, Pil come to you again.” 
Nor did honest Patrick delay his inten- 
tions ; for, having performed his office, 
he returned to Mary, whom he con- 
ducted to the cabin of his father ; where, 
through the interest of Patrick, she met 
a cheerful reception. 

Though Patrick was amply reward- 
ed by the pleasure he took in making 
them all as happy as he could, he yet 
expressed a farther wish to be acquaint- 
ed with the widow’s story; not so 
much from curiosity, as from a hope 
of rendering her farther assistance. 

“ It is painful,” said Mary, “ to look 
back upon misfortunes—mine began 
with my birth—My mother died soon 
after I was born, and my father when 


| I was very yOung. An uncle took care 


of me, and the little property left by my 
father ; which, though very small, was 
sufficient to make my unclé¢ wish it his, 
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With this view, on my being seventeen 
years old, he listened to the proposals 
of a neighbouring farmer ; who, spite. 
of my dislike to Aim, was so partial to 
mé, that he offeréd to wave all right to 
my father’s legacy. He was nota young 
man, and he was very ugly but, as my 
uncle was not to marry him, he thought 
all that of no consequence. One little 
circumstance, however, discoucerted 
his scheme: I was already married to 
my dear William ; who, from being a 
playfellow with me, had contracted an 
affection, which on my side was as 
warmly returned. Wiiliam assured me, 
that the only way to prevent my uncle’s 
refusing his consent, would be, never 
to ask it; and, as J had my own rea- 
sons for being of the same opinion, we 
were privately married. 

My uncle, upon intimation of this, 
turned me out of the doors, and Wil- 
liam called on him next morning to de- 
sire my father’s legacy might be sent 
after me. My uncle talked a great deal 
more than William could understand, 
and then ealled m a lawyer to explain 
his meaning, who puzzled poor William 
ten times more.—In short, my uncle 
had possesszon; and, after my husband 
had spent all his cash, we were obliged 
to give up all our hopes; for our law- 
yer, who told us the more money we 
spent the better it would be, when he 
found we had no more, ieft us in the 
lurch.. I wondered at it then, but have 
since learnt such things are very com- 
mon. All the law which we had paid 
for was now of no use: we had two 


children, and were almost starving, | 
when Williameunluckily took it into his | 


head to go for a soldier; he said the 
war might enable him to make his for- 


compence us for a present parting. 1 


would have had him turn lawyer, since | 
they get money so easily ; but was told | 
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a little shop, and bidding me be chee;. 
ful and industrious till his return, 
( To be conctuded in our next. ) 
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COURT OF HONOUR, April, 1813, 
Reported for the Juvenile Port-tolio. 

‘ The judges having taken their Seats, 
the president delivered the opinion of 
the court, on the dry-good merchants 
petition, viz: “’Phe case before the 
court is of no common importance ; 
The pétitioners are persons of great 
consequence to the fashionable world, 
for articles which are of gréat ser. 
vice to them, namely, those of dress; 
and the defendants are of essential im- 
portance to the petitioners. What would 
become of those elegant and useless 
trifles, which are displayed at the win- 
dows of the various stores in our city? 
Wheré would persons be found, willing 
to give, twenty, fifty, or an hundred 
dollars, for a shawl, when they mi 

obtain one for five, which would last 
twice as long and be of twice as much 
use ? And who would throw away that 
money for useless trifles, which might 
be employed im clothing the poor who 
shiver half naked m the streets, were it 
not for the disinterested liberality of 
our fashionable ladies? ‘These circum- 
stances undoubtedly weigh against the 
petitioners, yet notwithstanding, they 
certainly have great cause of complaint. 
They say that they are likely to suffer 
great loss by the new mode of dress 
adopted by the ladies, this is not denied. 
Let us sce what they advance in theit 
defence: they have said much about 
the liberty of the press, and about the 
interests of other classes of men. They 
have also said that the deficiency in 





| their dress is overbalanced by the cra- 
tune, and future happiness would re- | 


vats of the gentlemen. The latter as- 
sertion does not appear tobe correct, and 
the two former arguments ‘carry very 





little weight with them. dn the first 


it required more cunning than Wil- || volume of Knickerbocker’s History of 


liam’s, to thrive in that profession. In| Mew York, we ‘find, that amorg 


short, William went, notwithstanding. 


all I could say to the contrary, alter 


prevailing on a few friends to porns m 


‘our 
German ancestors who first settled New 
‘ork, and oe reg of whom removed 10 
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¢ the encouragement of trade and 
nanufactures, to wear, at least, sx or 
ight petticoats. What would. they 
hink if they kiew that their descen- 


heer. 








3. Mints refuse to wear one! as to the 

jisregard which they have expressed for 
eatsmneir reputations, the court considet 
on ofmhat an aggravation of their fault, they 





herefore order, that in future, “ Every 
ady shall wear, at least, two petticoats 
nd a chemise, and also a neck kerchief; 
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reat but, for thetr accommodation, the ker- 
orld fhief may be made of gauze.” The 
ser. Mourt then angeles Messrs. Jessamy 
ess;end Sharpsight inspectors for the en- 
im. orcing of their order ; and adjourned. 
yuld —» +s 

less LACONICKS....NO. 8. 

vin. @ Peevishness is an 2// Aumour which 
ty ? fo often, as it comes over us with im- 
ing rceptible advances, is scarcely remark- 
led Mele enough to command immediate ob- 
ght Brvation. We slide into it when others 
last ect contrary to our wishes, and not uns} 


requently it passes off with intempe- 
ate words or actions. Good would it 
be for ourselves, and good would it 
be for those around us, were we more 
frequently to exercise a scrupulous in- 
vestigation into the proceedings, which 
take place in our minds on all occa- 
sions, and by a constant attention to 
our OWN Spirits, preserve a just and re- 
gular course of intellectual progression. 


“out of tune,” but when the least dan- 
ger presented of our departing from the 
peaceful road of calmness and self pos- 
session, reason would hesitate, and point- 
ing to the path of rectitude, would tell 
us “this is the way walk ye in it.” 


; “Man, know thyself” is an injunc- 
a- tion of one of the ancients. It is a pre- 
s- |cept that-is worthy of all acceptation. 
d § Within its purview is encircled a large 
y [Share of the important interests of eve- 
st Fy member of the human family. 
if Eguitus. 
"4 Earean. A Fragment. 
5 * ** * The conscious blush critnsoned ‘her 
Countenahtes+she started ds she saw me. Eliza, 
y | oid Jes, TecuMNed the unhappy fair.aAlas ! 
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We should then rarely or never get} 
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I knew thee in better days—thy voice was mu- 
sick to the ear—thy wit, the theme of every 
tongue. How ié thiné aspect altered! the 
sparkling eye hath lost its fires—the roses are 
faded—the lily is a sallow pale —What mighty 
misfortunes have déstfoyed thee ? Where is 
the cruel invader of thy peace? She sighed 
bitterly—the reply was, like herself, candid— 
The attentions of Edward you well knew—He 


‘came fromm a distant state, and bore me tfium- 


phant from all his compeers. A few months 
possession sickened on his soul. Anna, the pro- 
fligate Anna, spread the share of destruction. 
Edward entered her toils, and has left me to 
weep. 

Depressed by too much sensibility of feeling, 
sorrow hath been drowned in factitious spirits— 
I have not the fortitude to resist—Pity, Oh 
pity me, my friend—Yeés ! tenderest pity shall 
be tine. 1 know thy parents, Eliza, they shall 
forgive the errors of humanity, and Clasp the 
returned prodigal to their beating bosoms. A 
gleam of joy illumined her features—it was 
transient as thé colours of the fain-bow. The 
remembrance of home Was a dapyer~it point- 
ed to her heart—Eliza fainted—she awoke not 
again—peace be to thy soul—the dust shall lay 
light on thy errors, and the tomb stone record, 
thy virtues—yes !—many, were the inmates of 
the once virtuous Eliza. 

> 

The late Dr. Brown courted a lady several 
years unsuccessfully ; during which time it was 
his constant custom to drink the lady’s health 
befure that of any other; but being observed 
One evening to omit it, a gentleman wishing to 
remind him of it, said, “ Doctor, come drink 
your usual toast,”—The doctor replied; I 
have toasted her for several years and can’t 
make her Brown; so Ill toast her no longer.” 

a Ree 

A person bought a pairof horns, and brought 
them hom:-; his wife asked him what he meant? 
he said, to hang his hat on. To which she re- 
plied, cannot you keep your hut on your own healt. 

a A Et 

An exercise was lately given to one of the 
students at Westmimster school, the word was 
Saratoga : on which he immediately wrote an 
epigrammatic couplet in latin, of which the 
following is a translation : 

Burgoyne, alas! unknowiti¢ fiture fates, 
Could cut his way thro’ woods, but not thro’ 
Gates. 
— +} ae 

A butcher’s boy carrying his tray 6n his 
shoulders, accidentally struck it against a lady’s 
head, and discomposed her wig. ‘ The deuce 
take the tray,’ cried the lady ina passion 
‘Madam,’ said the boy gravely, ‘ The deuce 
cannot take the trey.” ° 
en % 


ons complain ‘against fortu 







merely eal their indolence. If you wi 
be conte nothing, how cal you 
the rewards of diligence? 7 | 
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TO WINTER. 

By Malachi Meldrum, esq. 
© Winter! dreadfu’ on your wing, 
Ye bring the dying year ; 

Your chilly breath seeks mony a life, 
And springs the gushing tear. 
Black spreads thy luried luckless pow’r ; 
E’en nature bed-rid dwines ; 
And joy, aneath thy frosty ee, 
Her mony features tines. 3 
Awa, awa, thou winter drear ! 
Fast speed ye to the west ; 
And send the gentle genial spring, 
In gowd and purple drest. 
Awa, awa, thou winter grim! 
Let me the morning see, 
Whan on the gowan’s bonny tap 
My lassie trips with me. 

GLOSSARY. 

Aneath, beneath—ee, eye—tines, losses—awa, 
away—gowd, gold—gowan’s bonny tap, the dai- 
sy’s beautiful top—w.’, with. 

——2 + oo 
ALLEN-A-DALE 
4n old border song, from Scott?s Rokeby. 


Allen-a-dale has no faggot for burning, 

Allen-a-dale has no furrow for turning, 

Alien-a-dale has no fleece for the spinning, 

Yet Allen-a-dale has red gold for the winning. 

Come, read me my riddle ! come, hearken my 
tale ! 

And tell me the craft of bold Allen-a-dale. 

The baron of Ravensworth prances in pride, 

And he views his domains on Arkindale side, 

The Mere for his net, and the land for his 
game. 

The chase for the wild, and the park for the 
tame ; 

Yet the fish of the lake, and the deer of the 
vale, 

Are less free t0 lord Dacre than Allen-a-dale. 

Allen-a-dale was ne’er belted a knight, 

Tho’ his spur be as sharp, and his blade be as 
bright ; 

Allen-a-dale is go baron or lord, 

Yet twenty tall yeomen will draw at his 
word ; 

And the best of our nobles his bonnet will 
vail, 

Who at Rere-cross or Stanemore meets Allen- 
a-dale. 

Allen-a-dale to his wooing is come ; 

The mother she ask’d of his house and his 
home : 

* Though the castle of Richmon 
on the hill, 

My hall,” quoth bold Allen, “S 
still ; 

*Tis the blue vault of heaven, w 
so pale, 


tands fair 







Nanter 


crescent 


And with all its bright spangies !” said 4jj,, 
a-dale. 

The father was steel, and the mother y, 
stone ; 

They lifted the latch, and they bade him 


ne, 
But loud, on the morrow, they wail and ithe Bp 
cry! 
He had laugh’d on the lass with his bonny blac 
eye, 
And she fled to the forest to hear a lovestal: 
And the youth it was told by, was Allen. 
dale. 
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IMITATION OF ANACREON. No. ‘ 
I lately seiz’d the Lydian lyre, LIS 
Attun’d to notes of soft desire ; 
In tender strain and melting air, 
To sing some bright ideal fair : 
When Cupid slyly in mine ear F 
Whisper’d, foolish boy ! forbear, 
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For if, to real beauty blind, ws | 
You sing the phantom of your mind, en0u 
Long you shall in accents rue, lent 
Nor ever find a mistress true. no 
— +o liam 
’ EPIGRAM- _ th 
My wife’s so very bad, cried Will, a 

I fear she ne’er will hold it; ing 
She seeps her bed—-Mine’s worse, said Phil, it W 
The jade has just now sold ?t. ry % 
weer. but 
TO CORRESPONDENTS. the 

** Celestine,” and ‘* Lines to Friendship,” ho 
signed Rosa, shall appear in our next. They I 
display a superior taste and genius, highly hor- hac 
ourable to their fair Juvenile author ; whose m1 
further communications are respectfully solicit git 

ed—‘* Lines on the marriage of a sister,” Re- h 
marks on conversation,” the lines ** Says Mer- a 
ry to Don,” and “ The Nest,—To Myrilla” are} ed 


marked for publication—We have received be 
Anecdotes and Epigrams from, Ludovico,—K,§ 
—G W Da,—A Subscriber,—D, &c. the appro- 

priate are selected for publication —* Scraps— Y° 
worth saving” will appear under GLEANINGS.§ tu 
—‘‘ The Tyrant’s tool, or amor patria investi cy 
gated.”” A Poem, does not comport with our B 
plan ; nor do we think its sentiments agreea- 
ble to nature. The ‘Sacred love of Country’§ 
in our opinion is not choice, but a_ principle p 
of nature, and is no more under the controu 
of reason than the passion of ‘* Love.” 
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in advance—At the close of each year, a title 








page, index, and list of Subscribers will be gi- 
ven. 

Subscriptions are received at the Merchants 
Coffee house, Mr. R. Desilver’s Bookstore, 
No. 294, Market-street, Mr. J. Bioren’s Book- 
srore, No. 88, Chesnut-street, and by the Enr- 
Tor, No, 22, Carters aley, opposite Mr. Gi- 
rard’s Bank, PH1LapDELPHIA ~—-Where a Let- 
TeR Box is placed for literary communications. 
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